188           REPERUSALS AND   RE-COLLECTIONS

from them which was published by R. W. Montagu in
1885, and has long been out of print. Yet they are excel-
lent reading, for Maginn was a sound scholar and possessed
an admirable and racy style. His paper on Farmer's
Essay cm the Learning of Shakespeare is full of critical
insight, and of an accurate, exqusite pedantry which I
find delightful; and in an essay on Lady Macbeth he
gives a luminous survey, which I have never seen
equalled, of the treatment given to women in the litera-
tures of Greece, of Rome, of Italy and England. He
translated Homer also in a way that won the praise of
Matthew Arnold; and in the writing of stories about
Irish adventurers he beat on his own field Thackeray,
who owed more to him than has ever been acknowledged.
In looking through his amusing essays, I found one of
special interest to those who try to see things as past
generations saw them.

We are all familiar with the abhorrence, nausea and con-
tempt felt by Byron and his friends for what Byron called

the ' p-------a-bed * poetry of Keats, of that ' pretentious

and ill-bred Cockney poet, that miserable self-polluter of
the human mind' ; but Maginn, being a sound Tory of
the school of Lockhart and Wilson, gives us in a review
of Adonais the essence of the disgust of another group of
good writers for what he calls the ' poetico-metaphysical
maniac' Shelley, who, with the Godwinian colony of
licentious atheists at Pisa was ' playing the Bacchanal
beside the Tuscan Sea/ With gusto, wit and indignation,
he writes of the dreary nonsense of P. B. Shelley's lamenta-
tions for the death of a Mr. J. Keats, ' a poor sendentary
man of unhealthy aspect who left a decent calling for the
melancholy trade of Cockney-poetry/ and who, after
writing two or three little books of silly, presumptuous,
verse, full of servile Cockney slang, had recently died of a
consumption caused (so his friends alleged) by what
right-minded people regarded as the undisputably just
sentence of thfc Quarterly Review.